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A five-pound package of
Alabastine, the beautiful wall
tint, is mixed with two quarts

of cold water,
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City Without Private Houses.

In ona respect—a point nol so Aot

tering to metropolitan complacency—

New York s unique among great

gities: Manhattan s a city without
private houees, In the last fGfteen
years few private dwellings have been

bullt, except those of millionaires, In
that same period thousands of the old
brown-stone fronts of a previous gen
eration have been dismanted to make
way for tenements and
Forty yeara the city has been under-
golng n process of "tenementization.”
New York 18 a clty almost exclusively
of tenements and apartments—that is
fts most striking architectural and
soclal characteristic
Couldn’t Evade “Special,”

A Lancashire man who has a hen
roost near the railway was complain-
fng to a friend
of the birds killed Ly passing trains

“Tha should haug 'em
gp in the hoose, and then they could
look when th' tralus were booked
to come past,” said the frwnd_

"Tlrlu table ba bhanged! sald the
other. "They know weal én mu h when
th' ordinury trains ‘)l pass When
Aw'va hed killed allus bin
wil' & ‘special ' "—Lotd Tit-Bits

one it's

m
Naturally.

“Mlo's n very polished gentleman.”

“That's why he =

Boston Evenlng Tr

hine
nnne

The plain, unve |rn'-hr' l'mh is bet-
ter than questi rhetworic,

nable

Ever Eat
Grape-Nuts?

There's a vast army of
physical and mental
workers who do.

One reason—its deli-
cious nut-like flavour.

Another — it is easily
and quickly digested —
generally in about one
hour.

But the bhig reason is—
Grape-Nuts, besides hav-
ing delicious taste, sup-
plies all the rich nutri
ment of whole wheat and
malted barley, including
the “vital” mineral salts
necessary for building
brain, nerve and muscle.

Always ready to eat
direct from the package,
Grape-Nuts wltﬁ cream
or good milk is a well
balanced ration—the ut-
most in sound nourish-
ment.

“There's a Reason”
—sold by Grocers.

stir for about"’"' now. why ghe

| and  her

r1|¢|if|w. nkture colors, |

| showed

| be In

! heéavy timber, that ran into the
| basin,
| reared the mighty spine

| the

npartments. |

THE HEART
NIGHT WIN

By VINGIE €. ROE
ILLUSTRATIONS 6y

CORYRIGHT QY D0LD, MEAD AND COMPANY

CHAPTER XXVil—Continued. |
—Tl

Slletz had always ridden bareback,
did not know, she
took down Sandry's saddle and sluns
Poppy followed her
movements, and by the time Siletz had
put foot in stirrup and swung up, she
had caught up her wide skirt and
mounted. Slletz flared around at ber
Eyes begiuning to
sparkle in a (uce pale with rage.

Without word they galloped ur
ncross the lonesome valley and took
to what had once been a trall in the
nodding ferns Now {t wus but
slight dopression running nsmid the
blnckened trunks, the endless heaps
of sshes. Poppy Ordwny | ad 8
ete, on n mers baz
ard. She

me

wore

low
nEnee, » dure
Wid not kr
of the hill
ne was EAVing
enticing habit
‘'l have my
I know 1 shall
me. | feel it
Oncee Biletz turned upon her,
"o back!™ she eriad Aorcely,
thing s about to happen,”
“You're right,” sald Poppy.
once {ke hardness of her noture
ke a upnder waves in |
eyes and volee “and 'l
at the

a
ow Lthe danger,
nncy
o herself after her
gmmunion:

if seli
T

with

precious packe
The gods nre

“some-
and for

rock
and manoer,
happening.”

They spoke no more. Siletr checked
Black Bolt in another mlle, rose in her
etirrups and lpoked over the appalling
spectaclie before them. Owver and be
yond Jay the tumbled hills, thick with
Sllets
Somewhere In their fastnesses
of the Hog
Back with its seeret trall. And some
where up behind the Hog Back was
Sandry, Calm as she was by pature,
Siletz shuddered as she looked upon |
world of fame and smoke. To
Poppy Ordway, Ignorant of {ls mean-
Ing and f{ts might, it was a splendid
Bpectacle,

Siletz plunged down the ridge on the
other side and the woman followed.
The shadows of the smoke-filled val:
ley grew Into an uncanny twilight The
fine, light nshes made slippery going
and more than once Black Bolt slipped
to catch his footing, catlike. They
rode ahead and entered the fire belt
Itself. The dusk grew denser. The |
bent iay like a tangible blanket in the |
hollows and dips, Siletz urged Black |
Bolt. Something was calling out of
the gray dimness—chilling her heart,

| hurrying her progress.

about having some |
| her nature

n timetable

I manding;

| with primitive rage., that bhad com-

Bhe had ridden for a time In de«r-n|
thought when a scream from the wom-
an behind drew ber up with a start |
She turned fust in time to see tho big |
hay fall und go tumbling down the
mountain, With his first lurch he had
flung bhis rider out of the saddle and
Into a plle of ashes. It was true to
dismounting,

that the girl,

A Tall Lone Bpiral

Heavens.

Into the Dun

ran, not to the woman but down the
elope after the horse. Bhe found him
prone and groaning in a lttle trench.
hta right foreleg doubled back, the
white bone plercing the earth
Poppy Ordway peerad foarfally
fown, heér trembling hands gathering
aer dust-caoversd skirts,
“Come bera!” Blietz erled,
“coma hore!"™
it was the same volea, whimpering

com-

pelled that craren “Sandry” from
Poppy Ordway's tipr that night at the
pump, and as the woman had obeyed
then, no she obeyed now,

Biletz rose, reaching Iin the blemse
of her whirt, and brought out a gan.

Poppy Ordway shirank back, white as
chalk,

"What do you mean?™ she eried
shrilly, “what are you golng to do?”
Horror widened bher blue eyesa gro

felled plses.

s his waning strength north on the east l revelation of her lawyers perfidy was

apouoly

“| nevsr shot @ Wviog thiog (o my ) Aiog burst upos Bim aond be koaw,

,F

7y WAT=res

life," said Sfletz solemnly, "but I've
got to kill him. And you staund by to
witch—it's your work."

There was a sharp report that did
not echo in the firedeadened hills, nna
the good horse closed his eyes In sud-
den peace Slletz turned awany to
where Black Bolt looked on with won-
dar, Coosnabk ecrouching beside him.
In a wwift rovolglon she fung the
woeapon far down the mountain

She started to mount without a
glance at the woman when the other
spoke

“What am | to do?™

“Do? 1 don't care what you do. Ge

home. And I hope vou never reach

there: ™
“My God!"™

don't e

Poppy Urdway
this! And look!
theral™ !
by which they |
swilt drift of smoke |
rolling, sent out like a current
from newly fired crosscanyon. |
Its low:dving pall formed a8 bewllder
ing myatery to anyone save a hative
of the hills, A woman on foot would
never reach camp through ita blinding
darkness

Long Siletz sat turned in her saddle
and looked at it. Then a thought of
Sandry and his standards plerced the

ave e aiiu
00K

All
|

plong the valley

had come a lon,,.
was

somae

omotions that dominatsd bher. There
wus but one thing to do.

“Come up,” she sald at last, “I'll
have to take you."

CHAPTER XXVIII.
Fires Within Fire,

So It was a double burden that the
great black horse carried into the
mystery of the shrouded country
latred was like a wall betwesn them
and Poppy's fingers, clinging perforce
to Slletz’ shirt, twitched with desire.
How short a distance to the packet in
the bagging blouse!

S0 they rode with smarting eyes
and aching lungs, down into a dim val-
ley and up again, between fires, under
mighty, towering trunks, tottering to
their fall. They passed the high spine
of the Hog Back. a majestic crown
against the smoke, and threaded the
ruing of the forest. At last they saw

great fires abead and men running
among them,
“Where I8 Sandry?" Flletz asked,

unabashed, of a moldier.

“Don’'t know. Haven't seen him for
hours ™ He hurried on and the girl
rode along the line where a hundred
men were laboring with ax and spade
and blanket. The wind had dropped
and they were working north and
gouth, trying to bottle up a roaring
crosscut of a valley, Scattored
throughout the hills in squads, obey-
Ing the orders sent down from time
to time by the ranger and his alds,
who patrolled the ridges with fleld
glasses, they worked llke a great ma-
chine, though they saw no farther
than their own trench, their own line
of back-fire, thelr own stretch of

But work as they would at the base
of the high, mnssed peaks, Destiny
wina ahout ready for her grand coup
at the fortunes of the DIllingworth,
and she snatched a streamer from a
croas-canyon and shot it high acrosa

line and back:-fire nand trench into the
dry pines on that slope.  Alsp she had |
sent, nn hour before, a tall, lone spiral
Into the dun heavens from the “‘”‘l
heart of the spared timber behind the
oz Mack. That spiral had caught the
eya of Walter Sandry, working with

glope, For how many hours he did
not know, he had neither eaten nor
slopt But still he went with the

spirit that would not quit so long as
another stayed at his post.

“if the rains would only come!" ho
thought as he struggled upward, “it's
nearly time for them, If they would
only bring their first showers now!"

The roar of the new fire—a solitary
pine that went up like a buge, grace
ful torch—was in his ears, its light
before him.

“Now how under heaven did it get
atarted up in here?”

He had spoken aloud as he wearily
skirted a clump of young spruce and
the words fell short, abruptly broken
as he emergod from their shelter.

Befors him, In a small cleared apace,
stood Hampden of the Yellow Pines
His back wasn' toward Sandry and he
carrled in his hand three candles. He
was nenrly as black and disreputable
as any scarecrow down among the
firen. He was intently watching some-
thing ot the foot of & second pime.
Qoftly Sandry moved untll this object
was In his line of vision,

Hadded high In a pile of tinderdry
needles n  fourth candle glowed
brightly in the smoky gloom. With
utmost cunning it had been set close
against the tree where a long branch
of pitch tralled down the rugged bark
trom far up among the branches.
When the candl burned down to the
resinsteepod neodles—and &  man
might travel far In the meantime—the
uplesping fiamens need only to lick
that baaner to rush with lightining
speed (o the swaying inflammable
top.

For a long meoment
stood, lost m wonder.

the Eastenoer
Then the whme

| avolded hia glance.

Hamnten o1 the Yellow Pinea was the
power beliind the holooaust!

As this stupendous knowledge forced
iteelf into his woeary brain, the other
man turned and strode swiftly away
among the boles. The wearying climb
had tanken the breaath from §

‘-‘mndrfr
flungs and he drew a pistol from his

belt and fired over Hampden's hend.
Ltke an animal the man whirled, band
to hip, and faced him,

“I've got you at lnst!” Sandy pant-
ed: "I've got you at last'"

Hampden's heavy lips curled wven-
omoudly from his short, sirong teeth.

‘You!” he breathed, “you' You
damned Eansterner! You lily-banded
tenderfoot!”

Bandy smiled grimly.

“This is Just about the Liackest spot
in your crooked career, Hampden,™ he
sald at last, “the bluckest and the big
gest blunder. | can’t see why you did
n-

“You can't!" snarled Hampden, “oh,
you can't! Well, by God, you will be-
fore I'm done with vou

know what you was gettin' up against

—you and vour—your—Poppy Ord
way You made yer fight, an’ you
thought voud won! But you reck
oned without me I'm makin mine,
an’ it's a hummer.”

He glared savagely wlong the gun
Inte Sandry’'s bloodubot eves, and at !
this moment Black Polt heaved up
hirough the ferns. Siletz peoring enger
Iv along his stenining beck ,-.t the
fhee of Poppy ¥ ot heor shoulder
The gir] slid out o v gaddie and ran
to Sandry

“What 18 1™ she eried. “what
|

Sandry pointed to ths borming ean-
die at the fort nnd instantly she
sprang forward and suulfed 1t out
with thumb and finger

Miss Ordway slipped down from
the foamy, steaming hips of the horae
to Atand leaning agalnst him. her

bright eves beginning to sparkle with
the tension of the moment.” At sight
of her Hampden's face grew gray be-
neath its grime. She was smiling
with that pleasure which she always
found whera men fought, or engi
neered dramatle coups, or worked out
clever schoemes, and her beauty was
never so maddening to him in all his
knowledge of her. His one pure dream
had. In truth, reactied a sorry ending
“Sandy,” sald Slletz simply, "l came
to you, There's danger somewhere—
I don't know where or
thera's something In the shadowa.™
A vagrant wind fanned up Ilong
sheets and whistling banners that
hurried up to leap into the moaning
canopy behind the Hog Back. The
actors in
intent to hear the heightened note.
“So you come to be in at
death!” -sald Hampden at last,
eyes on Poppy In angulrhed
“you done me to death an’ you want
to see me die! Oh, th' game's up and
I don't care a damn! I'm th' smartest
one of this bunch yet. An' but fer
th' fact that you've got them two let-
ters you stole from the commissioner
and th' account hook with the records
of our deals an' rake-offs and so on,
I'd a had a chance to fight an' win
yet! But 1 know you, Poppy—Oh,
how damned well I know you!—an'
1 know I'm whipped. But I'm makin’
a fight—you're damued right 1 am!”
He waved an eloguent arm around
at the appalled, shrinking country
which seemed to crouch in Its naked-
ness under the shrounding smoke
“Hut th' thing that cuts is knowin’
that you domne It all fer him! A feeble

th'
his
fury,

drivelin' thing from th' East! An’
they say you'll marry him! Well, go
to it! HeNl have to move out, fer

there won't be any more Dillingworth
Lumber company in twenty houra, I'll
be behind bars, all right, but I've
cleaned him our”™

As he fMnished with a reckless langh
Sandry turned amazed eves to Poppy.
She was pale with unger and she
This was the last
| thing she wanted—that Sandry shouid
know of her attempt to forestnll him
In the “gerting”™ of Hampden. She
saw her chance to gain his gratitude
by her gift drifting nwny, Also thoe

A mighty blow,
“Hampden,"' she sald unsteadily,
“you're the coarsest beast 1 know!”
“All right Put ain't that what Iit's
all fer? To lIny me as a burnt offerin

at his feet—a sacrifice to win his
minein’ love? Dida't youn say you'd
marry him? Ain't 1 heard it right
uht Jery?

“No!" eried Poppy, red with rage
under Sandry’s astounded eyes, “no!
I never did!"

“Yaa!™ coried Siletz ringingly. “youn
Atd!  You sald when Sandry was dy-
ing that you waere nis promised wife.”

In the hush that followed, Intensi.
flad by the dropping brands from the
huge pine which was now but a black-
ened, pronged shape in the thickening
smoka, ‘there fell upon thelr cars a
pound as incongruous with the stralned
moment as could be imagined

It was n shower of notes. high,
sparkling, thrilling, that scemad ¢qy
fall Mike drops of diamond through the
murky canopy. They came up from
tha west, mysteriona, martial, joyful,
and thelr burden was “'Lesd, Kindly
Light. Lead Thom Me On'"

“The Preacher!” whispered Sliets,
“Oh, the Preachert”

And presently through the dim dun-
white of the smoke that crepmt with
portent between the crowding pines,
there merged the familiar, ereet form.
With one accord they turnmed to him
as he approached and Sandry for the
one moment left Hampden unguarded.

It was al) that was necessary, Quick
as light the hand that had first in
gtinctively sought his hip sought It
again. Thera was a flagh of metal,
dun In the don efMulgence. a straight.
ening of the heavy arm thal held Iy, a
spurt of flame, & shet

You didn’'t |

what—but |

this little drama were too |

Put quick as the timberman had
beon, another was gquicker, With onwe
leap s Hampden reached for his gun
she Preacher reached Sandry, snutched
him asidé and fung himself before
him, his Aute ralsed high In protest,
in command, But the gesture dume
too late.

The bullot meant for the Emterner
found lodgment Iin the gentle breast
of the wandering player of hymns,
and he =sank down in Sandry's arms.

CHAPTER XXIX,
The Sign of the Silets.

It was Poppy Orway who struck the
gun from Hampden's hand, sending It
fiving among the ferns.

"We'll have no murder here!™
eried

Sandy looked at Hampden for one
flesting second as he lald his gun be-
side him

“H you move one muscle” he rasped
harshly, “U'll kill you on the spotr.”

Then he eased the slight form of the
| Preacher down upon the deep
| neodles
| Just above the heart blood was pour-

ing from the shabby habit. Sandry
| tore (Lt away. to find a clean small hole
in the white skin, which was fine and
dolicate as & woman's. The bull had
gone strafight through, tearing n huge

she

o=

The Gesture Came Too Late.

rugged aperture where it emerged In
the back from which the red stream
flowed in a food.

“Cloth!™ erled BSandy,
cloth!™

His voice broke the spell that bound
Siletz and she sprang forward, tear-
ing her garments, ripping out of her
breast some mysierious womanly ves-
ture that was white and soft.

“Oh, my God above the sea!”™ she
was crying with gasping sobs, “Lord
of the heavens! Spare him! Spare
him!” And only Poppy Ordwny saw
the packet which tumbled unheeded
to the ground, With one catlike, grace-
ful movement ghe threw hersell for-
ward. snatched it up and hid it In her
own bosom.

Sandry hastlly made compresses and
bound them upon the wounds. He tore
off what was left of his tattered shirt
and added it. He took handfols of
leaves from the hazelbrush and pad-
ded the compresses, binding them
tighter and tighter, But it was heart's
blood that was loosened and each ef-
fort to stop It was futile

It was soom evident that the feet
in thelr heavy shoes had gone thelr
Inst jJourney upon the hilla, that the
| triumphant flute had piped its last
song of victory,

“My children,” s=ald the Preacher,
“1 promised to come when you should
need me. | hnve served o need. You
are young, my son, and the path of
vooth is falr. There are 100 many
primroges thereon to sacrifice one
year of it. | am old—old.”

Here Siletz flung hersell upon her
knees beside him, unable to control
herself, rocking to and [ro after her
fashion, her bralds swaying and a ter
rible anguish upon her face,

The handsome blue eyes turned
wonderingly upon her

“Daughter—little one of the tender
heart—hush! 1 hear strange sounds
and I would Hsten”

He closed his oyes and Iay for &
time in silence, the delicate tracery
on his face emerging more clearly as
a pallor spread beneath it. It was the
divine record of vears spent with hie
God in the high places, though here
and there a drooping line bespoks a
vague, forgotten sadneas

Presantly he murmured:

“The Winds of the Mighty One are
upon the sounding board of the hiils!
Ah!—"

Again a silence und he openad his
eves with a return to earth. Dat in
them had oome the dimness of
dreams, snd half-rememboered years
and times and places

They gared wonderingly Into the
dark, tear-blind +d ones af Stimz band-
Ing above. For a long time the oid
man Iny, staring np with that ook of
wonder, Then n areat Joy broke on
hig tace with a sh'ning smile, snd he
struggled to raise Rimself on sn arm.

“Kahwanna!” he cried, “Kahwan-
“!u

It was a call from a fardistast past.
It thrilled that little company of listen-
ers with its ecstany,

“Why—why-- What have | dreamed.
my princess of the hills, that you have
seemed so far away?! What was it—
Ah, | have forget! But you are here
at last!"

He ralsed palsied, trembling arms
e e girl's neck

mn

“give

pine |

“Yon are back from the gutes of
death that | fancied had cloged upon
you' You are back. And there
I8 forgiveness In your dark eyes, Oh,
my love, there s forgiveness'"

His lps yuivered a bit and he went
on.

“™d | dream aof the great wrong 1
did vou, Kahwanna? Oh, have you for
glven?"

The blue eves were tragle in their
puzzled wonder, their shining joy, and
the volce was desporately earnest.

For a moment Slletz checked her
angulah and strove to understand
Then something, some divine Instinet,
geemnd to give her wisdom and she
smiled tremulously.

“All 18 waoll" ahe sald pitifully.
have forgiven.”

“Thank God!" eried
sharply, “oh, God, 1 thank thea!
way Is light at last!"”

He tried to ralse himuelf on an el
bow again.

the ald man
The

“But how does it happen? | saw
you dis in the lodge of Kolawmie with |
the babe that you bore me for love |
on your breast—and vet—yet—I1 have |
you sgain! Did | dream, ob, my prin-
cess of the little tribe?™

“A dream.” sobbed
"only o dream.”

Hoe looked long into her half-frig !It
ened fhee

Siletz softly,

“1 have scarched the world for you,
my mald of ! with the goentls
pyvoau—oves like g8 docr's for softness
Oh, Kaliwanna! I have chanted the
marringe serviee, that 1 never said
for you !n the dayvs of iy vouth, a
thousand times amoug the bills! |
have mated vou in heaven throoghout
the yeurs wherein 1 jost you! | have
wept for the Primrose that | erushad,
at dawn nnd dusk! I have tried o |
atone” |

Thers wns a pathetie, eager justif-
cation In the weakening voice and the
othors, all aware that they witnessed
the last net in some forgotten tragedy

utood In silence,
ing smoke
rising roar

of the Preacher’s life
unconscious of the darks
cloude, the menoce of thy

*“You bore on your fuce the sign of |
the Slletz women—the three bars of
Bondage, of Falthfulness and of Serv- |
lce—and yet you were not of thelr
ood. but of my own. Only Kolawmla
knew how vou came pmong them, &
wee, dark cbild. how they took you
In and gave you a nams, and he never
told You were red to me, Kahwan-
na—a soft-eyed creature of the wild—
and you were my woman, bought with
a white man’s Kiss!”

Here Sandry shrank as if at a blow,
drawing in his bréath with a sigh
But the Prencher hurried on, as if to
tell all that bhad lnin upon his heart
these many years,

(TO BE COWNTINTEDD

WHEN THE AMATEURS APPEAR

Another Good Swmory Added to the
Many That Are Told About Those
Enamored of Stage,

The anecdotes told at the expense
of amuteur players are lnnumerable,
and of course of varying degreas, both
of truthfulness and of droliery. An-
other is added to the list by some stu
dents, who ambitiously undertook to
play “Hamlet” for the benefit of &
charity. The man who wus 1o act the
part of Horatio was extremely timid,
and when the night of the perform-
ance came he was 80 overcome by
stagefright that be could bardly re
momber the lines he had so carefully
studled. During the scené where Ho-
ratio and Marcellus teh Hamiet of
the appearance of the spirit of his
father, and the prince asks: “'Stayed
it long!” *“While one with moderats |
haste might tell a hundred,” Horatuo
managed to stumble out, but so con-
fusedly that Marcelius forgot his cue,
nnd instead of rejoining “Longer, long-
er,” stood staring at Horatlo, The
prompter, with & view to helping out
Marcellus, began lo whispor from the

wings, "Louger, longer.” Unlortunate |
Iy Horatio, baving lost all control of
bimsulf, was inspired with the ldea

that the man playing Marcellus was
looking at him because he bad mado
an error, and that the words from the
wing were addressed to him. With a|
great effort ae stralghtened himsell
up, cleared his burning throat, and
said, loudly: "“While one with moder
nte haste might tell two hundred,
then

Be It Ever 8o Humble,

When war broke out in Europe a Sa-
vannah negro Lbad Leen doing a bone-
ratiling, banjo thumping anct in one of
the Loundon mosie halls, and, like the
Georgla negro who told Judge Latshaw
in Kansas City that if released he would
go 0 far _hat It woold take $9 to send
him a postal card, he wanted to get
back home. |

Along with n miscellaneous company
of Amaericans he was besteging the |
American consulnte when a southern
er In the crowd, notictng him, sald:
“Nigger, what are you doing here?

Whesling with the light of discovery |
in his eye. Raspus replied: “Fo' God's
aska, boss, ‘sist dis nigger to git back |

to ol' Geo'gy. 5o s0 hungry | ¢'n heah |
de po'k chops eallin’'l"—Collier's |
Weekly.

Jury Exonerates Dead Cow.

When an automoblle bits a cow and
imjures It badly the driver is to biame
and not the vow, even If *he cow did
get mervous when I saw the auto
headlighta bearing swiftiv down on It
A jury decided the foregolng In Judge
Gatens' court and awaraed §100 dam-
ages 1o Ewmil Al the —ow's owner.
August S oert, who owaed the auto,
argued o court that he didn't know
the Hawthorne bridye was & browsing
pasture and that the cow should have
worn & rod light on fte tall. Bat the

Another Testimonial

CALUMET
BAKING
POWDER

The President’s
Wedding Cake

was prepared by Mrs
Maran Cole Fisher
and Miss Pansy
Bowen, both of whom

are known through-
out the United States
as experts in Do-
mestic Science work.
This Wilson - G.ill!
Wedding Cake was
worthy of the occa-
SiOn In every respect,
Calumet Baking
Powder was used in
its preparation and
both the above
named ladies hearuly
recommend Calumet
Baking Powder for
its purity, whole-
someness, economy
and never-failing re-
sults. These ladies
use Calumet exclu-
sivelyinall theirwork.

Received Highest Award World's

Pure Food Exposition, Chicago;

:P;rrﬁ Exposition, France, March,
'

MENS ALL WOOL SUI'TS Sota Direot From
Factory to Wearer for Sio, I.NJ \i\ rll» to NP
factory for samples and lnformat LA N,
Suks & Lo, 151 N, TUM NTRXET rmuuu-m-. Fi.
—

Out of the State.

A disheveled cltizen rushed Into &
police station and shouled for veuge
ance.

“The automobile that hit
minutes age was NO. 41144,
tered.

“l can prove that he was exceeding
the speed llmit, and T want—]1 want—"

“You want &« warraot for his ar
rest?”

“Warrant nothing!
would a warrant do me
hé was going?
pers.”

TAKE SALTS TO FLUSH
KIDNEYS IF BACK HURTS

Says Too Much Meat Forms Uric Acid
Which Clogs the Kidneys and
Irritates the Bladder,

Most folks forget that the kidneys,
like the bowels, get sluggish and clog-
ged and need a flushing occasionally,
elsé we have backache and dull misery
in the kidney region, severe head-
nches, rheumstic twinges, torpid liver,
acld stomach, sleeplessness and all
sorts of bladder disorders.

You simply must keep your kidneys
active and clean, and the moment you
feel an ache or pain in the kidney
region, get about four ounces of Jad
Salts from any good drug store here,
take a tablespoonful In a glass of
water before breakfast for a few uays
and vour kidneys will then act fine,
This famous salts is made from the
pcid of grapes and lemon juice, com-
bined with lithia, and Is hoarmiess to
flush clogged kidneys and stimulate
them to normal activity. It also neu-
tralizea the neids In the urine so It
no longer irritates, thus ending blad-
der disorders.

Jad Salts is harmless; Inexpensive;
mnkes a delightful effervescent lithia-
water drink which everybody should
take now and then to keep their kid-
nevs clean, thus avolding serlous coms

me five
he splut-

What good
at the rate
I want extradition pa-

| plications,

A well-known local druggist says he
selia lots of Jad Balta to folks who be-
lleve in avercoming kidney trouble
while It Is only trouble.—Adv,

Important Personage.
Tom—Why were you 80 extremely
polite to that old man? Is he a rich
relative?
Jack—8h-h-h!
tive fatherin-law.

FOR ITCHING SCALP !

And Falling Hair Use Cuticura Soap
and Ointment. Trial Free.

That Is my prospeo

When the scalp ia {tching becauss of
dandruff and cczema a shampoo with
Cutleurn Boap und hot water will be
found thoroughly cloansing and sooth-
ing, especinlly if shampoo Is preceded
by & pentle applieation of Cuticurs
Ointment 40 the sealp skin,

Prea sample each by mall with Book.
Address posteard, Cutlcurs, Dept. Ly
Boston. Bold everywhers—Adv,

Polite Man,
Landlord-—1 hate to remind you of
your bonrd bill,
Mr. Slowpay—Don't mention It

ALLEN'S FOOT-RASE FOR THE
TROOMS

Many war sone hospltals have ordersd
Allan's Foot-Ease, the nnllms!l-: powder,
for use amo tha troops, haken into
the shoes and used In the foot-ba
Alleni's Foot-Kase gives rest and com
and makes urnllth-m n delight. Sold every=
where, e, m t today, MI'.

The lruuhh with hmlnc the bottle
is thet it's apt to strike back.




